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THE p rom the Sonnets of William Shakespeare. 

L0TTJS (1564-.616.) 



II. W* 



YV/HEN, in disgrace with Fortune and men's eyes, 

I all alone beweep my outcast state, 
And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries, 
And look upon myself, and curse my fate, 
Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 
Featured like him, like him with friends possest, 
Desiring this man's art and that man's scope, 
With what I most enjoy contented least; 
Tet in these thoughts myself almost despising — 
Haply I think on thee: and then my state, 
Like to the Lark at break of day arising 
From sullen earth, sings hymns at Heaven's gate; 
For thy sweet love rememb'red such wealth brings 
That then I scorn to change my state with Kings. 




12 



X. OB 

THEN hate me when thou wilt; if ever, now; 

Now, while the world is bent my deeds to cross, 

Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow, 

And do not drop in for an after-loss: 

Ah! do not, when my heart hath 'soaped this sorrow, 

Come in the rearward of a conquer'd woe; 

Give not a windy night a rainy morrow, 

To linger out a purposed overthrow. 

If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last, 

When other petty griefs have done their spite, 

But in the onset come: so shall I taste 

At first the very worst of fortune's might; 

And other strains of woe, which now seem woe, 
Compared with loss of thee will not seem so! 
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THE 
LOTUS XVI. <£ 



YY/HEN in the chronicle of wasted time 

I see descriptions of the fairest wights, 

And beauty making beautiful old rime 

In praise of Ladies dead and lovely Knights; 

Then, in the blazon of sweet beauty's best, 

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow, 

I see their antique pen would have exprest 

Even such a beauty as you master now. 

So all their praises are but prophecies 

Of this our time, all you prefiguring; 

And for they look'd but with divining eyes, 

They had not skill enough your worth to sing: 
For we, which now behold these present days, 
Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to praise. 
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XVIII. <* 

T ET me not to the marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments. Love is not love 

"Which alters when it alteration finds, 

Or bends -with the remover to remove: 

O, no ! it is an ever-fixed mark, 

That looks on tempests and is never shaken; 

It is the star to every wand'ring bark, 

Whose worth's unknown, although his height be taken. 

Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks 

Within his bending sickle's compass come; 

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 

But bears it out even to the edge of doom: — 
If this be error and upon me proved, 
I never writ, nor no man ever loved. 
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